CALL  NO  MAN  HAPPY

'It will be all right,' he said to me.

When my book appeared the battle was still raging and the fate of
Amiens, where I often went, remained undecided. One day in
Abbeville I received thirty small grey volumes printed on filled
paper and with covers bearing the portrait of a Scotch Colonel
drawn for me by Raymond Woog. The hour was so dark that I
got no pleasure from seeing my first book.

'Send these copies,' Grassct wrote me, 'to the critics you
know...'

I didn't know any critics or, for that matter, any writers. I
decided to send the copies to my friends and also to the men I
admired. For Anatole France I composed an oddly archaic
dedication in verse:

Sans un regard de vous, ma Muse ira pcut~6tre
Dormir loin du scjour de vos belles amantes,
Esclave dedaign^e, mais encor fremissante
D'avoir passe si pres du Maitre.*

And for Rudyard Kipling, I am not quite sure why, this adap-
tation of a little English poem of the sixteenth century (by Robert
Herrick, I think):

O mon livre, en t'6crivant,
Je t'aimais comme un enfant.
Comme un enfant, 6 mon livre,
Tu me fuis pour aller vivre.

Aux demeures e*trangeres
Lors je t'abandorme, ami,
Aux fortunes passageres,
Mais tu demeures mon flk.

1 Without a glance from you, my Muse perhaps will seek a place to slumber far
from the abode of your fair loves, a disregarded slave, but still atrcmble from having
passed so near the Master.
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